had on her assurance.   Resolutely she squared her shoulders.    But
she compromised.   " I was glad to hear about the job/* she said.
Renville relaxed. This was better. The king and his subject.
" Oh, yes. Jobs don't grow on every bu.sh these days. I spoke to
Mr. Carver about you. He wants to talk to you."
Julia's spirits soared. " Oh, of course! Mr. Carver hires the record
clerks/' Her smile flashed briefly. " Thank you, Mr. Renville."
His automatic answering smile faded as Julia hurried from his
office. Joseph Carver greeted her amiably. He leaned back in his
chair and shoved his hands into his pockets. Julia liked him. He was
an easy-going young man, his ways and manners pleasant; but beneath
his unruffled calm lurked a pugnacious stubbornness that, once
aroused, was indomitable.
" Well, Julia, I suppose Howard told you I have a job for you? '*
Julia smiled. " He said he had a job for me, but that you wanted
to talk to me about it."
Carver's eyes were curiously intent; they were a darker, more salient
blue than they had been a moment before.
" I believe we understand each other, Julia. Do you think you'll
like being a record clerk? "
" I think so.   And thank the gods that be, it won't be filing! "
Carver grinned. When he smiled, he looked much younger than
his thirty years. " Can't say I blame you there."
He told her that the salary would be seventy-five dollars a mont^p
with a five-dollar-a-month rise every year,, providing she earned fr.
The maximum would be eighty-five.   It was agreed that Julia should
start on Monday.
She left the college grounds without the complete sense of defeat
she had felt coming in. Christmas was in the air. She had a job.
She would work for Carver, not directly for Renville. Things might
be worse.
That evening Rufus Drake delivered a Christmas gift to Julia and
reported himself as one of the unemployed. " The Drakes, my dear
Julia," he said, " have nothing but the shirts on their backs."
Julia had heard that the October stock market crash had sent the,,
brokerage firm of Rufus Drake Senior to the wall, wiping out his*
personal fortune as well.    Two million dollars cleaned slick as a
whistle.   The name of Rufus Drake scraped from die tall windows
that had mirrored His business for two generations.
She stared now at the gaily wrapped package in her lap. " You
don't seem much concerned."